LITERARY LIONS IN THEIR LAIR|

THE GENERAL PURLIC LOOKS
IN AT THE AUTHORS CLUB.

Talk Overheard on Ladies' Day- Irving
Nacheller Tells About the Cheerful
yankees - Also the Silent Yankee
Romance of the Worm and the Angel.

\s everyhody knows, the real lair of
the renl authors of America is the Authors
clnhvof New York, Twice within the last
daya outsiders have enjoyed the

tege of talking to and observing
some of the real anthors in their lair
Ihe first oceasion was on a ladies' day,
and they feasted merrily on tea and
cther strengthening viands, The mecond
vas when 'rving Bacheller taked about
“Ihe Cheerful Yankee® until they wept,
i ladies” day, after having successfully
pesdd the colored committes of one on
crodentials, just within the door, & visitor |
caome upon Duffield Osborne in the aot of |
exhibiting the photograph album of the
vl to threa of the general publie
Ihis is our baby, our club baby,”
Osborne was saying, with all the)
pride of a fond father beaming in his |
face

“Why —ah,” observed one of the three
of the general public. “Can he write?
| hat is, I mean books.”

“Yes." echoed the other two of the
“That's it. Books.”

“tan hel" exclaimed Mr. Osborne, and
again his face rgdiated parental pride
“Well 1 should ady he could! Why, only
last year he published the ‘Retrospections
of an Active Life.' in two large volumes.”

I'ha visitor peering between shoulders
recognized the photograph of John Bige-
low, the latest member admitted to the
club, LI L
“This man naust .be a Congresaman-—
he looks just like one,” onaof the general
publie _rmuarkod, as !hg flipped over
sevaral leaves in the album. “It's autn-
graphed W. A, White, Who is W. A,
White?*

“That's Will Allean White. Oh, you know
him,” Mr. Osborne said.

“Why, no, T don't,” the lady assured
him. “Did he ever write anything? 1
mean hooks.” 5]

“Indeed he has,” the second lady
asserted, with the air of one taking the
part of a dear friend. *“He's a muck-
raker too, and he wouldn't thank anybody
for taking him for a Congressman.”

I'he visitor slipped further into the

clibroom.

M

three,

| *“The Great White North,”

*1 lunched with Gifford Pinchot to-day,” |
the Rev. Thomas Slicer was saying to Dr.
1.ovis Livingston Beaman. |

“Well, what did he have to say for|
himeal[*" Dr. S8eaman inquired, all the
nhile stirring a cup of tea in which three
slies of lemon were jostling each other.

‘Oh, conservation, conservation,” Dr.
slicer answered. “And [ told him if
he would only invent some apt phrase
embodying the idea of conservation
half his battle would be won.”

“Well, 1 told a lot of those fellows the
other night that 1'd heard them talk
about conserving everything else in the
country, but I hadn't heard a word about
conserving health,” was Dr. Seaman’'s
reply. *I think it is about time for some-
body to begin to talk about conserving
health.”

“They touched on that to-day. Maybe
they got it from you,” Dr. Slicer came
hack at him.

“Mayvbe they did. Somebody is always
appropriating my ideas. Have a cup of
tea’" he said, bowing befora an elderly
member of the general public. “Do take !
this cup of tea.”

“No, | thank vou,” she said, drawing
away as from a cup of poison.
& diet. [ mustn’t touch another thing."

“Oh,” said Dr. Seaman, gazing gloomily

ously, “and 1 brought ths tea from

China.”
“Then give it to me,” said a younger|
member of the general public. “I've;
geen vou running around the room with/
it ever since | came but § didn’t know you |
had brought it from China.” |
And =he took the cup and going back
to the tea table placed it thereon
“1 suppose your publishers pay you !
as much as 25 per cent.." Henry Holt. was |
saving, and he too was busily stirring
a cup of tea in which floated several,
«lices of lemon. |
“tih.no,” thewoman writer assured him. :
“| only get the sliding scale beginning |
with fifteen.” i
“Never ask any more,” Mr. Holt ad-|
+iged.  *When a publisher offers youmore |
ecautions.  Youdon't want to get mized |
apoin A failure,” |
“Ara vou talking about stocks " one
M the general public inquired, joining
Mr. Holt and the writer i
‘No, books," the writer replied
“How delightful!® this part of
re neral public exclaimed, her face heam-

tlw-‘F

rg with smiles. “I'm awfully fond of | England.

Iking about books.”

Fxcuse me,” apologized Mr.
| sep a guest over there to whom | have
ot yet spoken.”

Which is Thomas Nelson Page?”
v s a clear voung voice and high pitched.
it conrse it belonged to the general
iblie.
sShe was standing near the door peering
ito the dusk of the clubroom, It wus

ident that this was her first visit to the
v and she had come in eager expecta-

n of hearing the lions all roaring at

.

He isn't here.”

Oh, I'm 8o sorry The tone was as
zh as ever, though now it sounded as !
{ the owner was about to give way to!
+“Ara :
“Is that his picture?” she went on,

g ancing around the walls.  “Oh, a crayon |
f Falgar Allan Poe. I8 he an author too?
v = got a darling mustache.  I'm going |

gt Ridnay to train his just like it.” |

11 was last Tuesday that lrving Bachel. |

talked about *The Cheerfiul Yankee ®

this occasion the lair was filled with
s chairs and in every chair sal one of
o peneral public, with a sprinkling of
I authors standing about in the corners

i niches
More than one visitor was surprised
n Mr. Bacheller came in with Henry
for instead of an elderly gentleman |
ring gold rimmed glasses the aathor
i “Fhen Holden® appeared little more
i blond boy who having put on &
v extra pounds of flesh in & spirit of |
had also donned his  grand-

oo % white hair. As Mr. Bacheller

his seit Mr Holt stopped at the read-

' k and exsplaned that having s fow

va o talk he had decided to say
dmething abont the naming of babies.
Tt i« 0 well known fact, Mr Holt de- |
mred, 0w baby was named Blanche
e wonld invarahly grow up to have
# we and black hair, whereas name
trunbilda and she surely would turn
oul a veritable blonde Name her
lignon and she would attain the height |
[

1

AT

“I'm on |

Holt. | tiny house much older than the man

‘had a large family

Mrs. Bacheller, the mother | Children
of e author of “Eben Holden,” bad met | the parents
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' et | 1 1 AWYDD 2NN L DIV WDITER | done, amphas yihing., THO 6100
ey A LANYERAND A BUSY WRITERzcresissgres ™o
5 v i ; -"zﬁgﬂ i “it depresscs me; it haunts me. [t is

MRS. HELEN

This is Mrs. Helen 8. Wright, who has!
told of Arctic explorations in her book,
which the
Macmillans publish. She is the daughter
of Rear Admiral David Smith, who served
in the navy for forty vears and was a
personal friend of Admiral Melville, He
accompanied Melville on one of his north-
ern voyages, and although Mrs. Wright
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NINECROWDED VEARROFWILL-
IAM HAMILTON OSBORNI.

Wrate His First Story on & Wager and
Followed 1t Hith 449 More and Three
Nevels - Why Lawyers Can't Write
the Best Law Stories Ahout Law,

This s A suitable time (o interviaw
William Hamilton Osborne, as it was nine

literary side praction, Side practice he
avers il to be, though the fact that he has
publ.shed 450 sbhort stories in that time,
besides three long novels, might almose
muke it a real profession in the eyes of
{®ome; but & man who used the morning
|of the Lincoln's Birthday holiday last
jweek to run off a couple of short stories,
lwho often averages a =tory a night for
several weeks, who puhilished 100 atories
[ in Lhe first year of this side activity, who
(wrote the novel “The Red Mouse” in ten
| wittings within one month and “The Run-
ning Fight® in twelve sittings within the
lsame space of time is not to be judged
by usual standards
For in spite of all this Mr. Osborne is
hy profession a lawyer and not a writer,
a practising lawyer in New Jersey and
i New York, with an experience extending
| over sicteen years.  Cornered in his office
(in Nassan street, he aliows himsef to be
| separated from some interesting thoories
as to the correlation of law and literature,
although he has jugt related how repute
has it that hs cannot be separated from
anything and how it lost him membership
in the Easy Mark Society
“The only claim to real fame 1 have.”
he says= "is that 1 am, or was, an associate
member of the Easy Mark Sociey. T s
society was formed by, | think, Mr. Fins
Parker Butler and is composed of literary
people who have allowed themselves to
he swindled by a certain gentleman who
went about the country assuming the
names of editors of magazines and patting
authors on the back and borrowing money
I was made an as<ociate member heca e
he tried to get 81 07 from me—and didn't
got it it was thought at the
time that his not getting it was an accident
“Since then, | am informed, the mattor
has been discussed among the memhbers
of the Easy Mark Society, and thev have

S. WRIGHT.

has never been much further north than

Pittatield, Mass., where she lives, she

made good use of the stories of the huard-

ships men faced in the frozen countries

as told by her father and Admirval Mel-'
ville. She sayvs that she first grow @) love

the north when she was only 9 years cid,

and Admiral Melville gave her a book on

;\h'llv explorations that fired her imagina-

lon

¢ heeanse

with the usual luck when she called her
son Irving. i

Then Mr. Holt sat down and Mr. Bachel-
ler stood up.

Among the characteristics of the Cheer-
ful Yankeea MNr. Bacheller mentioned
was their determination to have enemies
If they could get them no other way they
inventad them. Among these inventions
he unumerated the stinging cod and the
lion of Plymouth forest. Mr. Bacheller's
father had seen a man who claimed to
have been badly stung by a cod, while |
numerous other persons had seen a man |
who was sure he had met the lion in Ply-
mouth forest.

Another characteristic, and that to
which present day Yankees owe the pros-
perity of the country, was that they were
born fighters. They smoothed the soil,
cleared the forest and conquered their
enemies, even the stinging.cod and the
lion of Plymouth. as part of the campaign
which they mapped out when leaving the |
old world and coming to the new. Tley
were tireless workers, yet all their songs
were of a rest that they never experienced, |
Then the author described his recollec- |
tion of his mother as she walked back and
forth at her loom singing:

| have fitted up a manson, |
In the sweet flelds of Eden
O the other sida of Jordan
There'll be rest for vou.
So continuous was the labor of these

| first cheorful Yankees that a day's illness
| was looked on almoat as a blessing he-
inte the cup as he stirred the tea vigor-|

cause it gave the sick one an opportunity
to take the longed for rest. VFor the
cheerful Yankee there was bhut one way
and that the straight and narrow one,
which was like a tight rope stretched
acrcms a chasm, death and destruction
everywhere except atraight ahead

Ilustrating the chearful Yankee of the
present Mr. Bacheller gave three of his
own experiencea. The first was with
the man who talked all day without get-
ting anywhere, the second with the
silent variety of cheerful Yankee

While walking through the country with
one of these silent ones the author had
remarked upon the number of deer tracka.

“RBoy,” replied the silent Yankee, *“a
deer has four feet. Every time he steps
he puts them all down.”

Later on, when the silent one axhihited
an old scar, the result of an encounter
with a panther, the author remarked
that it must have hurt pretty bad

“No," msaid the silent one. “I hurt
him " That was all. never another word

The third of the present day cheerful
Yankees was met while tha author was
taking an antomobile trip through New
On the sida of a hill the author
Id man seated heside a

came upon an o

Above, on what appeared to ba an almost
perpendicular ledge, there was growing |

1t | & beautiful field of grain

“How did you get that grain up there?" |
the author gsked of the old man.

“Shot it with a musket,” was the cheer-
ful rejoinder.

“Is that the truth?”

“No, that's conversation ”

“l suppose there have been a good
many changes in this part of the world,”
the author ventured agdin ‘

“Now, young man, you've taken the
top off the pickle jar,” the cheerful ona
replied. “Why, when 1 grew up all down
in those valleys and on those hills were
farms and a village. Then the people
all began to move west, until it seemed
like everybody almost had gone west

“You see that grand stone mansion
down there? Well, that's Jackson Rird's |
He went to gchool with me. When hLe
used to talk to folks he would look at
their neck  Peopla use to call him an
inspector of Adam's apples

“He went West and a few vears ago
he came back hera and bought the old
farm and built that mansion.  His father |
thirteen children
Now Jackson has thirteen horses, ecightesn
dogs and cne child, with a hired mother
to look after that child. Every Sonday
Juckson and his guests on the horsis
with the dogs go racing through the
valley and over the hills chasing happi

ness 0
“In my day we didn’t have to chise

happiness; happiness chaned us Some
davs she didn't cateh us antil mght
came When | was a boy all we had 1o
do to fee] happy was to rest one head on
anr arm and drop off 1o sleepn. That was
happiness

*The preacher didnt give us an oppe

Leunity to forget what we had beon senn

into this world for  Why
s hoys that our father was corraption
and our mother a worm.  Ha made s
feel like worms too |
“When | was a boy we were all ufraid, |
wara afraid of their parenis

he ysed 1o tel)

the

of the preacher aud e geuiv. Siin . i M

expelled me on the ground that it was
not an aceident: they sav | canno! be aep
arated from 8167 Peing therofore in
eligihle as an Easy Mark, | haved
back into innocuous destetad

Bt for the theory

“When 1 first began to write ahort
gtories,” sava the lawver, “the editor of
a well known magazine to whom | had
submitted a number sent for me one day
and looked me over

“"Where," he inquired, ‘did yo get your
intimate knowledge of the methods of
the New York Police Department '

“1 didn't have time to think. I 1 had
I might under Cirumstances
"have told him grevels (hat @ had been
associated in business with o man who
had had several vears experience as an
 Assistant District Attorney of New York,
that 1T had a natural taste for subjests

preacher afraid of us all.  The hoves were
afraid of the girls and the girls of the
bovs. The wav they ®ed to punish the
bad boys in school was to make them
git with the gitls. It cured us too

“When we grew up that fear re
with us, That's the reason there are so
many unmarried men and women in!
New England to-dav. You'll find wher-
ever you go an old maid in this house
and an old bachelor in that.  'm one of
them. 1 live here with myv sistor

“Maybe if T hadn’'t Peen so strongly
impressed with being o worm 1 might
have married. When an angel came iiato
my life it didn't seem possible that she
would look at a worm. [ was ashamed
of my love for her and i took a I ng time
for me to get up courage to ask her

“When at last 1 did I went down 1o see

ipped

!
ained

cartain

her. It was one evening and they told  involving crime, ihat my instinet lay
me she had gone | thougiht some of |that wav. 1 might heve told many
following her, but 1 eauldn’t make up my | things to indicate my extreme fitness

to make a cloas study of deteciive bu-
reaus.  But unfortunately
time to think and told him the truh

“Myv knowledge of police methods?
Why, from the ecommns of Tue Sox' 1
replied’ without hesitation

mind toofferanangel a worm; could you?

“Did vou ever meet Barbara Mason
down in New York? BShe was a friend of
mine.  She went down there years ago.
I thought you might have heard of her,”
the old man explained: then he slopped
as il thinking |

While the conversation
author had noticed
come up the Ml It
house and a voung r
old woman
the woman asked

ately: 1 was gettine my information at
second hand Ie was looking lor people
who knew the insule the Police e
partment at first hand, 1 dida't s=ll him
any more storics huilt around the palice

‘I am not_so sure that he was right I

WAs going
nul
stopped near
m helped emit an
up the path

an

ol

As they came

“Doea Henry Sotuthwick live here?® am not so sure that 1 was wrong  What
“Ihat's mv rame.” the old man an- |1 mean is this," and the lawyer setilos
awered, rising down to giving out his theory regarding
“Why, Henry, I'm BRarbara, Barbara  Stories of crime written by lawvers
Mason.” the old woman called ta hin “It often happens that the man whoe
The old man put ont his hands, proving.  knows the ingide of a given business is

For the first time the author realized that | the one least likely to portray it inter.
he was biind estingly.

“Barbara, Barbara Mason, como here,® *You would assume that it takes a
he said; “1 want to see vou " |lawyer to write a first class law story

When the cld woman went to him he | the story of a trial, of legal intrigue
ran his fingers over her wrinklod face and | Perhaps you are right But it seems
whitening hair | otherwise

“I oo vou,” he assured her, smiling “To the lawver &0 much of the law
“l gee voru.  Your hair is as vellow as a Dusiness is commonplace that he forgets
corn tassel, your cheeks are red and | the details.  These det-is,  common-
amooth and your eyes as blue as the sky | Duce as they are, seem oiten the most
was that day we took our last. walk to- (ramatic to the piblie.  The machmery
gether iia only machinery to the lawyver: to the

“Do vou remember that last walk we | public the machinery itself is a swifily
tock in the forest, Barbara? 1t will he | Wovitg drama
fifty-four vears ago come the 17th of next “I would rather read a law
Junie. The valley and the hills looked written hy a raportar than a law story
just ax they do to-day. [ see them, [ «pe | Written by a lawyer. [t is the reparter’s
them all* business to catch everything, details in
I eluded, for the public ta catch and hold
it. He seon evervthing

*1 go into the house of a friend who
keeps a loudly ticking clock. Whenevar
J| am therae that clock tick beats into
my consciousness, ominously, stridently,
punctuating everything that is said or

rlory

spectacies Worn by “Tibhn
From the ivlohe
Burns's cottaga has recently come into
possession of an interesting relic of the poet
It is the gift of V. Dalgleish Bellasis andd
there i1s little donbt as 1o 1ls genuinensss
The relie is the speactacles worn by “Tibhy,
tha =ubject a somewhat caustic song |

Londan

of

vears ago this month that he began npis |

I didn’ ave !
didn’t have \ Judge tvs: be hought by the other side, !

“He lost interest in my stories ivmedi- |

1 $10 a thousand words

a part, a blg part, of my experience in
vimiting that man. [ have never heard
a clock tigk just like that clock  As for
| my friend, he never hears it.  He is 80
[ used to it that for him it does not exist

“1If | wore to write a story around tha'

| room it would he a grussome stary and
'the olock would play a weird part 1!

| my friend were to write the story tho

clock would never be mentioned

“The things that impress a lawyer
[ during the conduct of a case or while
watching a trial are the big things., Fre-
'quently they are not as dramatic to the
Loutsider as are the little things.
| *Given n sufficient knowledge of legal
terms, given a reporter who has never

entered a court room and a lawyer who'

in familiar with it, and given to hoth of
these the same ability to poriray hap-
penings in a graphic manuer, | shevld
proefor the reporter's account of the pro-
ceedinzs.  If Charles Dickens had been
more of a lawyer and less of a reporter

he never ecould have written  bBardel
neainst  Pickwick; never  could have
placed on his eanvas with such close

attention to detail his scenes at the Old
HBaile *
ate police juages

“Fim surgeon  performing a
operation probably forgets that

capita!

Fiusrrey

1= such a thing as a chloroform cone; |

to him the only thing of interest @8 the

vital thing, the thing he is engaged o,

doing
“And yet
\\'I‘i“'l- nre lawyers
lawy er modestly, “and thes are success-
fisl “in turning the trick.  The difficuliy
that the layman meets is this, he thinks

adds the writer-

he knows when he really does not know |

the law,

“Tha lawyver of coursa excels hers
He will not admit a man 1o batl when Yo is
charged with muarder in the st degree
he will pot b A deed or a will execuied
without the
not sy Stupre
say  Sessions lavinan does these
things, and If he writes for laymen it
makes Lttle diference

“Hut if a lavman writes a book
around the law and expects lawye
read o he must not be surpriced 1o find
that they will ut once detect the raw hand
in 1ts makeup. You know the general
public will admit itg ignorance of cl.em-
1atry, surgery, medicine, electricity, any-

thing: but the public insists that one of
the subyects it knows all about is law,
A friond of mine informed me glioly

that it a deoter paid his ceeditor on Sun-
day the pavinent was illezal and the latter
could gt his money all over again
all this does not desiroy the
thoors first set up, that the outsider
sean the drama as it is. And 1 am right,
Lecatse i ihe oulsider, the lavman,
write: down jusl what he sees amd hoars
In atrial, say, he can't go wrong, |If he
draws on his own ‘gnorance be is bound
1o K0 wronyg

“Let me tell you one of the mest dra-

muitie things that happens in the course
|

ol wimost every trial

“The Judge cn the beneh invariably
pays more atiention to the arguments
of the ne side thuan to those of the
winning side. Why? The wintirg side
has already convineed lam. It is up o
the loser to shuke the conviction,

"What 15 the result? The counsel for
the losing side, with sickening heavi, is
thus permitted to do most of the wrang-
hng, The court silences the winning
lawyer with a wave of the hand; he doesn 't
o to heasr him,

wresches  itself in smiles. B what
about the clients?
“The lcsing client, seeing that his

lawver is being permitted to do all the
talking, beams with delight. The win-
ving client, grumbling in despajr, leans
over to his lawyer and whispers that the

for he won't let them sav a word,  Thus
pa glum chrent and a happy lawyer on ore

side, o happy client aisl o struggling
lawver on the other
" wbout the time that the losing

chiert hes come to the cong ton that his
lewver has bought the court, and about
the time that s witning client s sure
thit the other side hq ought »ot only
the court but his lawyer as well, presto,

change! the decision 18 anrourced and
the lilter wins
“Now 1his is a bit of drama that it

is tree o lhawyver and only a lawyer can
fully appreciate
**1 do nst cure

to hear vou' from the

wolurt mesns victory: but the publie
nundersiands it very dilferaptly

“That oniy str hers what 1 osaid
bafore: that those silent dramas that are

the most interes 1o the lawyer. and
the more technical they nre, the more
dramatic, do rot interest the puablie, In

the law the big things are usually the

sitnple things; big things and inteces' ing |

things in the public sense do not ofien,
in the law, o hand in hand.,

“[ think the i
Ten Thousand a Year' to the contrary
notwithstandinz, will be writien by a
newspuiper man who sees evervihing & nd
ts 1t down as he finds i, tinged with
the charm of his own peculiar person-
ality.”

The lawver-mithor's latest hook - that
1 the Litest gt the hour of inierviewing,
Pwhieh cannot be sot dowan ge a inality
Chisease will be published in March, Mis
Yentitled “The Cat's Paw '
with & gentleman burglar. The play of
which he 1w coanthor, o nd whieh has heen
on the road this season, also bears a suge-
gestive title, “The Prosecntor.”

The literary impulse which huas kapt
Ay Oshorne’s leisgre moments so [yll
ol activity for the past nine years first
"wtrnek him after reading an articles weit-
ten on the short story in the Satvrdany
Eu Post. This article <aid that a
| good average price for a short siory was
The lawyer made

wine

heginning “Oh. tibbhy 1 hasseen the day.*

Tibhy was Isgbhella Stein, whose father
farmed land in the vicinity of Lochiles,
Burps's father's farm, I the parish of

Tarbolton., Burns savs he wrote the sone
when he was 17 yenrs old, so it is thought '
that if Tibby required
must have long outlived the bard

the spectucles she

The Cork Lane Ghost,

From the Wenlmnater ¢ azette

st Joahn's, Clerhenwell, 1o wiich tle
ke of Connaught hins iust inted a
naw rector, s mean stractire grehitec
turally, bt posses<es twa interosting lis
tor cal associations, one romantic and the

other ludicrous

1t 15 the headgoariers
st Johin of Jerusalem
whove aueient priory
the early English crvpt Ihia crvnt
was the haunt of the “Cock Lane Ghost, ' |
which exeited ol London in Fehruary, | A2

of

parl

the (irder ol
the

can sl he spen

ihe

and  atteaeted  Jolinson Coldsmith  ppd !
Horaee Walpole  The “vhost” proved, - |
D dohinson surmis=ed, to hat e pischioyors
Vit davghter of a vari=h clerk

“Roeh of Ages,

Foom the ! an fh
Angustis Montagus Toplad

raphiy is b written Iy Wrieht,
is remembhered to=dav merely o= the githor
of that world tumous hvimn " Boek o Apos

e IR
hioise hiog

Fhiornge

Phyis bvmn ovoginaly wppeared in the 6o pel
Vagazine Tor October, 1785, and was preaf
aved by oo tervifving st of the namtwre of
gips Ve pvepwe e m LT e Lo
connht dharingg Vhe course ol Lils Lifetange
At vers old, " compoites the morhid
vt hematiean wi wrote the article, “ogch
ol s s chin & WLTH G NN S s
AL with A7 TN And sooon il gl
sih Lhie Distostanicds il 2000wt i This is Frank I Spearman, some time
Oaford Professorstiip of Poetey ratlrowd man, banker, business man and
Krom the W Disder fhuarid pohitieinn, aceording to his own adinission,
he o I’! of postey 8t Oaforil: for which anil writer of books nbonut theWe o maostly
threa b contemd, was Wl about He went as a delegate to the Demoeratie

Diwo conturios ngos by e Henry Birahead, o | national convention and saw that Grover
Wieh ohinreh beestor, wio bt baen olo b | Claveland was renominated all right
fetlone af AN Sonls Cironch the mtience of 1882, and when he had iniched that littla
Tl Mo defr lands i Prackhaes for the ens ' ol he st down and wrote o pleow abon
dowment, but the property wus foolishly thungs economic. That's how ha o
solil, with the pasult that th prolessorsiip,
whneh can be held Tor pot more han lnl.."”'r"‘l- and thareafter lus production
wars and not twice suceessively by men | &ppearad in “boiler plate” in couniry

the sams o sonow o ons of the ! pawspapers and ratlroad time tables and

the literature of correspondence school

sand coce Mr. Underwood of the Lrie

LY Hossors have hen

Lew Araold,

FRANK SPEARMAMN,

tprimted at his own expense a

Npaarman wrote about ratlronds

nd in the court rooms of illiter-
i

of course, n lot of our hesi 1

wien he shouid |

el this lawver's face |

£ law novel of the nge, |

and has to do |

{ hnt

11

/1 a brainy. hard-headed capitalist should sudden(y
decide to live according to the teachings of Christ
without any real change of heart, what would he do’

THE vow

John Gaunt. a ruthless captain  of
finance, in a moment of extreme emotinn
makes a vow to live according to the
! tearhings of Christ if his wife is spared to

him. She recovers, and Gaunt stands by
hig bargain, but in no weak or sentimental
way. How this practical man of blood and
iron keeps his vow and meets opponeits of
. gigantic power makes a gtory dramatic and
(‘;-ninu to sn extraordinary desree.

By PAUL
TRENT

|

]

Frontispiece in colors kv John Rae. Price $1.25

Published by STOKES

net.

Beware of the Ally!

’

“The great body of people will 'hea;{rladly.’ " says the
Los Angeles Express. And the “‘great body of Pgople says
| the Church World must reckon with *“The Calling of Dan
Matthews,” and two continents will continue to ring with
discussion over this “‘skillfully mapped battle-field of human
souls” just so long as preachers like the Rev. Dr. Frederick
Hartzel (see *“That Printer of Udell's") continue to “kick
against the pricks.” Every attempt to answer **The Calling
of Dan Matthews” has proven a miserable failure. There
no answer.

|

) .
“The Caliing of Dan Matthews'" is sold everywhere. '
Ask your bookseller.  Over One Million Copies of
Harold Bell Wright's novels have been sold in the
United States alone.  Mr: Wright's story of the Great
Colorado Deszert, *The Winning of Barbara Worth,"
will be published in August. Firstedition, 175,000 copies.

THE BOOK SUPPLY COMPANY, Publishers, Chicago

— .

courage (o offer it to n London publisher,
but une day a good friend of mine

the manuseript and gave me some advige
which | profited by, I took it to the firni
that brought out 'Lorna Doone,' and you
may he .-w-iured that 1 was pleased to have
it necepte v

“Clement Shorter spoke very kindl

of the story in the Sphese long before it
cume out, and the other critics have been
most generous in their reviews. My pub-
lisbers tell me that the third Engiish edi-
tion has been exhausted and that over in

1
& bet with a friend that he conld write a
short story and sell it te did, and fol-
[1..“m| it with 105 othera that first vear,
lund others continpously since. They
have appeared, he thinks, in all the maga-
| “ines and newspapers in the East, and in
'wome in the West,  And that first wager
i story has a little story all its own attached.

“After [ wrote it I sent it to a weil known

azine that accepted it inside a week."”
the author. *1 had a second all
written for submission before they sent
the first one back. After accepting it
they had read it to a bus ness man who
stopped them in the niddle and finished |
the story for them.

“They didn’t know me- how much of
a thief 1 was they naturallv were cau-
tious and they returned the story. 1
gent it to another editor with an explan-
ation and the editor accepted it He
had no sooner published it than a literary
woman in Chicago wrote in that her

tory had now been stolen seven times
and that 1 was the seventh thief., She
also sent on her story, and there was a
decided  similarity, particularly in the
ending. | have always maintained my
innocenc

“However, that was not the end of that
story  An English newspaper afterward
cpublished without credit fo me and under
Lanother name my story in full, changing
only names and figures. That made tha
eighth steal, 1 suppose

“But that was not all. A New York
newspaper, controlled by the owner of
the magazine that {irst accepted and then
rejected my story, in the process ol ex
change borrowed the story from the
| Enghsh paper and published the story,
cafter ail, one bright Scnday morning
This must have been the ninth time it
had been well, published ™

JEFFERY FARNOL'S TWO ARTS.

Fatnted Theatre scenery and Wrote “The
Broad Highwas ' in New York

So much praise has been bestowed by
the English reviewers on Jeffery Farnol,
anthor of the novel “*The Broad Highway,*
that curiosity has heen aroused concern-
fing him. 1t was an exceadingly modest, Photo copyright by i O, Hoppe, Londoa.
simooth shaven voumig tman of about io, JUFIERY FARNOL
with dark hair and eves, short in stature ;
but of an athletic build, whom the English
interviewer discovered at wark in
pretty cottage off the beaten highway
of Kent, the same Kent which Mr. Farnol
depicts in “The Broad Highway .~

“I was born in Warwickshire, but |
left Shakespeare’'s  country in - early
[ boyhond to settle in Kent,” he said in
Lreply to questions.  “I have been to the
United States; indead, "I'he Broad High=
way' was written there. That was seven
*yl'lr‘i ago, you know, and ax I am some
| what of an artist, when 1 found that my
Hiterary wares were in no great demand,
"whyv I turned my hand to scene painting
at the Astor Theatre.

America, where the ook was to be issued
abont three monthe lator, unustnl interest
had been aronsed

“1 have had oo inelination toward sge
telling =inee my bhovhood davs, but g€
preferred inlkimg towriting it hat not heen
very retninerative”  this with o whimsierl
stiiile. 1 recall that when | sus ot school
I told the hoys o tale that lasted the who e
term,

“1 love every inch of Kent, and 1 have
walked and eveled over the gredter pavk
of 1 in fact (o many years | have spant
maosi of my =pare time on the highways,
und bywavs of Kent and Surrey and Esses,
I hove made friends with all manner of,
men, finding much wisdom veiled in cors
duray and hu-m--n-wm Peter Vibart, my

il

R " — hera, the philosophical tinker, the old
No, l.h'] Broad }-'Igth\ LB nnf_;u‘lla Larrier avho los s leg at Vittoria, Gab-
ally my first book, for when I was in the j)ling Dick, the nedler; the Ancient,

Bluok George, the smith, and Perfessional
Sambo are all very real tome.”

Mr., Furnol has read widely and natmally
admiros the works of Borrow, one of the
thirteen or more anthors to whom (e
English reviewers have compared him.

“1 awm glad the publie like "The Broad
Highwny,”" ve said in bringing the intey-
view Lo “tor I am at work op
another romance dealing with the dave
of the Prinee Regent whioh 1 think cor-

rects the fanlts of the earlier book.”
-

| states | old a story to one of the maga-
zines Learing the title ‘Chronmeles of the
lmp,” afterward issued in book form as
My Lady Caprice.' | wrote “I'le Broad
Highwoy' when (ree frory iy labors gs
rtage painter, and 1 offered it to a New
York publisher, but 1 was told that it
wonld never go in America.  ‘This 5o dise
couraged me that | cid not submit i
elsawhore, but brought it back with me
when 1 came home
“It wus some time before |

i viose

had the

The novel by a French Seamstress of which
Jeannette Gilder says in “The Chicago
Tribune,”’ “You must read it all or you
will miss a sensation.”

Marie-Claire

By MARGUERITE AUDOUX

&

I (13 ..
.. .. ..

Foin

**An outgoing of absolute sincerity, tenderness
and purity, so dignitied and so overfiowing with

His frut navel e out in 1M, et after iddeas that it has become a modern literary classie.”’
Lt n WwWirote ') ore. Gne | P hyosr e - A ;
“Wh ‘ -nl.'.s.-n-r\nf ’.:-Il‘- am vau ,.‘..‘-‘ The Philadelphia North American. A
resyeihir, wes all about gun fghting i} 1 *An exquisite little masterpiece,” ¢
the Wea' and paople gatting shot thioon,th *,Th 5 ’
and thenigh : e Spectator, London,
! M Hoaaeman want Lo Dtaly receneiy,
vl taore e wtartad on lue nes ool ! . AT ALL BOOKSELLERS. 3’.20 NG‘
Roba@ Weaberly” & sty of Hoaneo,
wh Viharles Sorvibnar's Sons Boing om H- Dor.n Company .8 New York

| thius werk Mr Spearman hives in Evens

I fin e picture you 8ee him in
| his hbras )
[ ]

ihere,

George

HYSEN LS PEHOS .

i

- —

= e .




